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LONG- 
DESERTED 
VILLAGE OF 

JERICHO 

NOTCH, 
THERE 
HUNG A 
DARK 
PALL 
OF EVIL! 
THE 
YELLOWED 
PAGES OF 
THE 
ORDINANCE 
OF THE 
DEVIL 
WAS STILL 
INTACT, 
BOUND IN 
LEATHER 
WAITING 
: FOR THE 
WELCOME, MASTER, ; 
I JOSHUA SPRAGUE, \ 9 AND THE 
YOUR WARLOCK Time! 
SERVANT IN Fr 
JERICHO NOTCH 
WELCOME You ! 


IT WAS NIGHT ANC AN OLD SEDAN CRAWLED I'D BETTER STOP AND CHECK 
UP A MOUNTAIN ROAD! yz Ay MY MAP IF IL EXPECT TO FIND 
. JERICHO NOTCH TONIGHT! 
THIS RAIN / I-I CAN ~ att. 
HARDLY SEE THE , Yi 
ROAD AHEAD! 


FINE TIME OF I-I'M SORRY, 


W AH-- THERE'S A GAS She Maree NIGHT TO WAKE BUT I'M 
STATION AHEAD! MAYBE ns A MAN! WHAT | LOOKING FOR 
SOMEONE CAN GIVE DIYE WANT JERICHO 
ME DIRECTIONS!/ STRANGER ? NOTCH / CAN 
— YOU TELL ME 
; HOW TO 


FIND IT! 


AX higel 


yes, I SAW AN AD IN STRANGER! you_MUST_BE 
YOU WANT \ A NEWSPAPER, SAYING MISTAKEN ! NO'ONE L/VES THERE! 
TO GO TO THEY NEED A NEW THE TOWN HAS BEEN DESERTED 
ZERICHO SHOP TEACHER FOR TWO HUNDRED YEARS / 
NOTCH? UP HERE! SOL 
DROVE UP ATONCE! 


EXPRESSION 
FLITTED 


WAS 


DESERTED 7 IT MUST I'M GOING 
I-- IT TELL HAVE BEEN A 
you, L SAW PRINTER'S ERROR! \ FIND OUT 
AN JERICHO NOTCH | FOR MYSELF! 
ADVERTISE IS A GHOST 


VILLAGE! 


¢ «IT'S SILLY, WHO 
WOULD PLACE AN AD 
FOR A TEACHER _IN 


AGAIN THE | 
SCHOOLTEACHER ¥7 A GHOST TOWN I 
GOT UNDER WAY: ee BE GOING 

—-THSTIME Gay MY! 

WITH A STRANGE 


SENSE OF 
FORBODING! 
WHAT WOULD 
HE FIND /N j 
JERICHO NOTCH ? 7 


THE SPIKE IN THE OAK TREE/ 
THIS IS SPIKES CROSSROADS! 
I'VE GOT TO BEAR LEFT 
NOW! , 


ALL RIGHT, 
UP THERE To \ I'LL TELL YOU 
HOW TO FIND 
FIND IT! 
KEEP DRIVING 


FOR ABOUT 
FIVE MILES / 


YOU'LL COME TO ANOTHER 
CROSSROADS--A SPOT WHERE 
THERE'S A HUGE OAK TREE 
WITH A SPIKE DRIVEN INTO 

IT/ FOLKS CALL IT SPIKE'S 
CROSSROADS! GO LEFT 

THERE... AND YOU'LL BE 
IN JERICHO NOTCH / 


SUODENLY, THE HEAVENS SHUDDERED 
WITH THE CRACKLING BOOM OF 
THUNDER / LIGHTNING / 


WHAT TH--! THE ROAD'S SLIPPERY, 
ANDO THE CAR'S SKIDDING/ 


BUT THAT MUST 
HAVE BEEN TEN 
GENERATIONS AGO 
ANO YET I HAVE 
THE FEELING THAT 
ZI KNOW THIS 
SCHOOLHOUSE -- 
THE FEELING THAT 
I WAS MEANT TO 
COME HERE! 


a 


WHEW / LUCKY THE CAR WASN'T TOO 
BADLY DAMAGED! HMMM... LOOKS 
LIKE A HOUSE AHEAD-- MAYBE I 
CAN FIND SHELTER FOR THE 
NIGHT/ TILL TRY IT! 


<< 


ae 
WHY, THIS MUST BE A As THE SCHOOLTEACHER SHIVERED 
SCHOOLHOUSE... THERE'S FROM THE COLO, HE BECAME 
EVEN AN OLD IRON BELL AWARE OF AN ATMOSPHERE OF 
WITH A MISSING CLAPPER.., OREAO MENACE / 
MOST UNUSUAL... 


IT ALL SEEMS SO FAMILIAR! 
BUT HOW COULD /T BE ? I'VE 
NEVER BEEN HERE BEFORE !/ 
DIVE HEARD MY GRANOFATHER 
TELL THAT OUR ANCESTORS 
FIRST SETTLED IN THIS PART 
OF NEW ENGLANO/ 


: : AS HIS THOUGHTS EXPLORED THE IMPONOER- 
2 i> ABLE, THE TEACHER SHUDDERED FROM THE 
y BITING COLD! ” 
“ — I'D BETTER GET J 
A\Y A FIRE STARTED IN THIS STOVE! 
THE MATCHES SHOULD DO THE 
\ TRICK! LUCKY SOMEONE LEFT /&# 
Y THEM HERE ! a9 


i 


= 


As THE FLAMES FILLED THE KOOM 
WITH WARMTH, THE TEACHER PICKED 
UP A BUST- COVERED VOLUME LYING 
ON A SHELF / 


ORDINANCE OF THE DEVIL! 
WHAT A STRANGE TITLE / AND 
THE AUTHORS NAME! IT'S 
JOSHUA SPRAGUE! BUT 
N'T BE! THAT'S-~ | 


HMMM ! THIS 
LOOKS AS OLD AS THE 
SCHOOLHOUSE ITSELF / 
YELLOWED PARCHMENT! 
LET'S SEE WHAT 
IT'S ABouT! 


ArT. THAT MOMENT... THERE WAS A SHATTER- «AND LAY MOTIONLESS, THE ANCIENT BOOK 
ING ROAR-- AS OF THE STOREO-LUIP THUNDER STILL GRIPPED IN:' HIS HANE/ 

BLINOING LIGHT FLASHE THROUGH THE 

ROOM / THROWN OFF HIS FEET, THE 

TEACHER REELED FORWARO. 


fi 


HOW LONG HE LAY THERE, HE COULD NOT SAY...OR STRANGE! THE COBWEBS ARE GONE -- 

WHETHER TIME WAS FASSING FORWARD OR AND THE SCHOOLROOM IS NEW/ AND MY 

BACKWARD/ BUT THE NEXT THING HE HEARD CLOTHES! RUFFLES AND BUCKLED SHOES... 

WAS A STRANGE SOUND AND THIS WIG/ I'M DRESSED LIKE A ; 

- - » SCHOOLTEACHER OF TWO HUNDRED 
YEARS AGo/! 


THE BELL! BUT 
THE CLAPPER WAS 
GONE... HOW 
y CAN'IT BE 
RINGING! 


STRANGE ? 17'S 
UNBELIEVABLE! 
AND HERE COME 

THE STUDENTS 

TO SCHOOL / 


ety Rao 


GooD ! Y THE LESSON !IS 


THEN TELL \ WHAT YOu HAVE 


ME--WHAT 
1S THE 
LESSON 2 


SPRAGUE, THE 
ORDINANCE OF 
THE DEVIL! 


TAUGHT US, MASTER 


AND THEN AS THE YOUNG MEN 


GOOD MORROW, \ AH...YES); OF 
SAT, A POWERFUL IMPULSE 


MASTER SPRAGUE | COURSE, COME 


WE HAVE COME IN, ALL OF DOMINATED THE TEACHER - - 
TO LEARN you ! SEIZING HIM COMPLETELY / IT 
SOMETHING ; WAS THE /MPULSE TO CONTROL 

ABOUT FURNITURE 


THEM, BODY AND SOUL / 
FOR OUR : 


DWELLINGS! HAVE YOu 
: STUDIED YOUR YEA, WE 
TEXT FOR HAVE, 
TODAY 2 MASTER 
SPRAGUE / 


i 


| 


HA! You HAVE LEARNED 
“WELL / WHO 1S THE 
MASTER OF ALL 
THINGS HUMAN ? 


yes / HE RULES 
THE EARTH-- 


yes! ANU 
WITCHES, 
HOBGOBLINS, 
BATS AND 
WERE WOLVES 
ARE HIS 
SERVANTS! 


AND WE 
SERVE HIM, 
Too, AS You 
HAVE TAUGHT 
us, MASTER 
SPRAGUE / 


WY HA-HA-HA! YOU HAVE AS YOU HAVE 
“""'? DONE BETTER THAN L TAUGHT US, 


THOUGHT! YES, WE ARE MASTER SPRAGUE! 
ALL SERVANTS OF THE TO DO EVIL IN d 
EVIL ONE/ NOW, CAN HIS NAME! 1 


0 YOU PROVE You : i 
‘ ALLEGIANCE ? ‘ rs 


THERE ! THERE! 
SEE HIM! IT IS THE 
DEVIL AND A HOST 


OF EVIL ONES-- 
COME TO JOIN us! ea 


uy, | EEEEE-- AAHS I 
Gj] SEE HIM, TOO! WELCOME, 
MASTER ! WE ARE YOUR 
SLAVES! COMMAND 
US TO DO YOUR 
WILL! A/EEEEE! 


LET'S GO IN 
THERE AND 
FETCH OuT 
THE WITCH 
SPRAGUE: 


DEVILSH SPRAGUE! EVIL ONE, 

IT IS NOT WOOPWORKING YOu 

TEACH-- BUT THE WORD OF 
THE DEVIL / . 


Ns 


AYE! BUT 
WILL THAT 
END HIS 
SORCERY % 


WE'LL WE HAVE THE PROOF LET you 
TEACH HIM ON HIM-- A/S BOOK / 
A LESSON! 1 \ GRAB HIM! DRAG 


HIM OUTSIDE! 


you 
Foo.s! 

LET ME 

Gof 


IF WE DO IT 
INA 

CERTAIN 

WAY/ 


THEN WHAT ARE 
= WE WAITING FOR, 


THROUGH HIS ACCURSED 
SKULL AND NAIL HIM To DOLTS ? HERE'S THE Aye! AND 
HERE'S THE 


AN OAK STANDING AT A ; OAK TREE! 
CROSSROADS! THAT WILL SPIKE PLUS 
CRUSH THE DEVIL IN HIS THE HAMMER... 
SOUL -- FOR TEN GENERA- LET'S GET ON 
TIONS / IF ANY OF HIS WITH IT/ 
CLAN RETURN HERE-- ; 

THEY WILL SUFFER THE 
. SAME PUNISHMENT / 


WE MUST DRIVE A SPIKE 


ee 


RS «= Dearw was wow 
wit ABOUT TO SE/ZE 
JOSHUA SPRAGUE! 


AMMMS He's 
GOT A BIG 
SLIVER OF METAL 


Look! A BODY-- LYING 
ACROSS THE ROOM / IT'S 
THE SCHOOLTEACHER, 
SARGE ! HE'S DEAD/ 


I RECKON NoT! HE MADE 
THE MISTAKE OF BUILDINGA 
BLAZING FIRE IN AN OLD 

STOVE THAT EXPLODED, AND 
DROVE THE IRON INTO HIS 
HEAD! JUST AN 
ACCIDENT / 


OH, JUST SOME DUSTY OLD 
TEXTBOOK, I GUESS/ HE'S 
HOLDING IT SO TIGHT, I CAN'T 
PRY IT LOOSE! S'POSE WE'LL 
HAVE TO LET HIM BE BURIED 
STILL HOLDING ONTO IT/ 


WHAT'S THAT 
BOOK HE'S 
HOLDING 7 


WE'D BETTER 
PHONE FOR A 
HEARSE, EH, 
SARGE ¥ 


LET'S IDENTIFY 
HIM_FIRST, 
FRED! 


HMMM ! HIS NAME WAS 


HERES HIS wool er nagee 20 
WALLET, ETTER WRITE So I(T WAS THAT JOSHUA 
Sass PON near eh SORE EAE ybee 
° / 
JOSHUA SPRAGUE: HIS ANCESTOR HAD 


DIED, CENTURIES BEFORE! 
AND THERE HE 
SUFFERED THE 

SAME ? PERHAPS 
THE ANSWER LIES 
WITHIN THE 
PAGES OF THE 
ANCIENT BOOK 
CLUTCHED IN THE 
TEACHER'S DEATH- 

STIFFENED FINGERS! 
BUT NO ONE 

WILL EVER READ 
THAT BOOK-- FOR 
/T WAS BURIED 
WITH 
JOSHUA 
SPRAGUE! 
THE 
END 


WARCHIONE is 
Pam 


@ He was certain h2 had brought 
it into the room with him. He had 
entered only a moment ago. He 
had placed it upon the round table 
in the very center of the room, 
leaving it right beneath the lamp. 
Then he had walked over to the 
far wall and snapped on the over- 
head light. Next was a stop at 
the bar, where he mixed a quick 
nightcap. With drink in hand, he 
had crossed to the long book- 
shelves that took up one wall of 
the study. He had taken a brown 
covered book from a row of 
matched sets and flipped through 
it, reading the list of contents and 
a page or two of the stories. When 
he ‘had finally carried the book 
back to the great easy chair by 
the round table, he discovered the 
evening paper was missing. 

He looked under the table and 
the chair, and checked to see if 
he had placed it absently on the 
14 


other furniture or the shelves or 
the broad windowsill. He care- 
fully retraced his every step 
through the room. The paper was 
gone, . 

But it meant nothing. After all, 
he reasoned, he went through the 
same ritual every night and it had 
long been a habit with him. It was 
strange how the memory could 
twist time when things were rou- 
tine. You did things the same way 
so often, that you don’t remem- 
ber whether you did them or not. 
He went to the door of the study 
and called out for his valet. 

“Did the newspaper comes this 


evening, Hafley?” He hoped he™~ 


didn’t sound too foolish. 

Hafley appeared promptly, 
which was one of the things that 
made Hafley a very prized serv- 
ant.. There was a puzzled expres- 
sion on the valet’s long lean face. 
It was not a great change, but 


one eyebrow was arched higher 
than usual and the mouth had a 
deeper frown. 

“Why, yes sir, it did. In fact, 
sir, I distinctly recall seeing you 
carry it into the study with you 
only a moment ago, sir. Do you 
recall now, sir?” 

“What? Do I... Oh, yes, so I 
did. Silly of me, I suppose. Must 


be getting old to ever forget such’ 


a thing. That will be all, Hafley.” 

“Very ...% 

Well, thought Finley, complet- 
ing the phraze, but he had already 
turned and re-entered the study 
before Hafley got the last word 
out of his mouth. On an after- 
thought, Harper turned back to 
say something further to Hafley, 
but the valet had already left. 

This angered Harper Finley 
slightly, and he had never felt any 
anger toward Hafley before in all 
the years the man had been in his 


employ. It was a feeling that 
seemed wrong to have, but still it 
was there. It was not unreason- 
able for Hafley to be gone. After 
all, Harper had dismissed him. 
Yet it angered him that the Valet 
had disappeared so quickly. Har- 
per Finley called down the hall 
for Hafley, but he received no an- 
swer. This angered him further. 

“Damnit, Hafley! Come here, 
man!” 

But the servant did not heed his 
order. 

“Damnit all! Where are you, 
Hafley? I’ll have your job if you 
don’t show yourself.” 

But Hafley did not show him- 
self. 

Harper Finley took a hesitant 
step into the dimly lighted hall. 
He started to call again, then 
thought better of it. Instead he 
went up the front stairs and with 
exaggerated casualness, peered in- 


to the various rooms. He came 
down the back stairs. He had just 
searched the entire house upstairs 
and not found a trace of Hafley. 
Even the man’s clothing and per- 
sonal belongings had vanished, al- 
most ‘as if Hafley had never ex- 
isted at all. 

“Quit, up and quit, and didn’t 
even tell me. Not like Hafley at 
all. Must have planned it. All his 
things gone. Couldn’t have hap- 
pened on the spur of the moment. 
Whole thing planned,” he mut- 
tered as he stomped down the 
steps. 

He did not return to his study. 
It was too late to enjoy his pa- 
per, even if it hadn’t disappeared. 
He was very upset. Every evening 
he had practiced the same routine. 
It had been this way for years. He 
would shower, put on clean cloth- 
ing and take his newspaper into 
the study. Then he'would mix an 


early nightcap, a last drink of the 
day, for he never drank after 
dinner, and while he sipped this 
final drink and waited for dinner 
to be served, he would peruse the 
paper and read a book. Tonight 
the paper was missing, his man- 
servant was missing and his drink 
had been forgotten. He did not 
feel hungry, but he went to the 
table anyway and sat down at the 
head. 

The table was not set. This was 
the final straw. After everything 
else that had gone wrong, he 
found the table unmade. It was 
too much. Harper Finley was fur- 
ious. His mind began to sift 
through the evening’s event to 
find a logical explanation. And he 
found one. It was simply a plan, 
a plot, by his servants to bleed 
more money from him. They had 
called a household strike to harass 
him into raising the staff’s pay. 

15 


Well, he would nip any such idea 
right in the bud. 

With a roar, Harper Finley 
jumped up from the table and 
stormed into the kitchen. His face 
was already red when he began 
shouting for the cook, demanding 
to know why the table was unset 
16 


and dinner was not cooking. Then 
he realized the kitchen was empty. 

The cook was not there. But 
neither were the stove nor the re- 
frigerator nor the cupboard nor 
any of the utilities that had been 
in the kitchen. 

Harper Finley was quite upset 
and a bit frightened. He dashed 
back through the house to the 
telephone located in the front hall. 
He sighed in relief to find that .it 
was till on its stand where it be- 
longed. He had the receiver to his 
ear and was about to dial before 
he even gave any thought about 
whom he should call. He set the 
receiver back in its cradle and 
turned away to think. 

“Ah, I know. Braggman, I’Jl 
call Braggman. He’ll know what’s 
going on. He’ll have an explana- 
tion.” 

But when he turned to the tele- 
phone, it was no longer there. Or 
was the stand or the thick tele- 
phone book that had sat next to 
the telephone. They were all gone. 
It was impossible, of course. Har- 
per Finley turned ashen, swal- 
lowed hard, took his glasses off 
and cleaned them with his hand- 
kerchief. But nothing he did did 
any good. The telephone did not 
reappear. He felt for it. He 
touched the floor where it had 
been and the wall it had been in 
front of for many years, but he 
did not touch the telephone. Ner- 
vously, he backed down the hall 
toward the front door. He would 
go out into the fresh air and that 
might clear his head. If it didn’t, 
he would go to a doctor, providing 
the whole world hadn’t disap- 
peared. 

Wtihout turning to look, he 
felt for the doorknob. 

“It’s gone, too, you know?” said 
a deep voice from his study. 

Slowly Harper Finley walked 
into his study. The lights were on 
just as they were when he last 
there and in its proper place. But 
left the room. And everything was 
sitting in his great easy chair was 
a bearded man wearing a high 
pointed hat decorated with quart- 
er moons and shooting stars, a 
hat like those ancient magicians 
were always pictured wearing. 

“Who are you?” asked Harper 
Finley. 

“A reasonable question, Mr. 


Finley. This is your house and I 
am an uninvited guest here. Yes, 
you may ask that question.” 

“Then who are you?” 

“Oh, don’t you remember? I call 
myself Amazar. It may seem a 
foolish name to you, but it does 
add to the aura, doesn’t it?” 

There was a newspaper lying 
,on the round table next to the 

“magacian. Harper Finley saw it 
was his evening paper. The magi- 
cian followed his eyes. Amazar 
tore the front page off the paper, 
ripped in into small bits and 
rolled the pieces into a ball in his 
palm. Suddenly the magician 
pulled his hands apart and in 
place of the torn paper was one 
large sheet. He handed this to 
Harper Finley. 

Harper Finley read. 

“Betterment Committee closes 
carnival. Group charges fake for- 
tunetellers and conjurers are 
pickpockets and theives. Harper 
Finley, President of the Better- 
ment Committee leads attack.” 

“I remember this,” said Har- 
per Finley. 

“Yes, so do I. Tell me, Mr. Fin- 
ley, don’t you believe now? 

Harper Finley slowly shook his 
head. His mouth was open and 
he stared at the magician in ob- 
vious horror, but he refused to 
agree to such a thing. It was 
fakery and fraud. 

A long white and gray Cadillac 
roared over the highway that 
crossed the rolling hills of the 
countryside. A gray-haired man 
with a hearing-aid protruding 
from his left ear was driving. His 
plump wife sat next to him calm- 
ly studying the passing scenery. 

“That’s odd,” she said. “Do you 
see that hill over there between 
the willow trees. It is very 
strange.” 

“What’s hat, dear?” 

“T thought Harper Finley lived 
there, but it’s just an empty lot. 
I must have been mistaken.” 

“Harper Finley, you say? Do I 
know him?” 

“Certainly. He used to be the 
President of the Betterment Com- 
mittee.” 

“Ah, yes. 
man.” 

“Yes. I wonder what he’s doing 
now. You never see him around 
any more. I wonder why.” e 


Good man. Good 


IN 
Telare "THE Er epHoNe! BL 10 AWA ak 
Brio HAD NE, "100 URGENT AL 
WAS NEG PROCES 
as FIND HIM 


TALBOT GAPED AT THE HORROR THAT 

SPREAD BEFORE HIM,,.HIS INSTINCT 

WAS TO RUN... BUT -- : 
SORRY, 


I'VE COME To BUT MR.EYRE 
SEE MR. EYRE ON NEVER SEES 
A BUSINESS STRANGERS! 

MATTER! 


el 


'M_TALBOT 


EMEIL! LET 
HIM IN! 


FOR PETE'S SAKE! 
W-WHAT HAVE I 
GOTTEN INTO? 


NZ.» 


YOU'RE INSOLENT, OH, I HATE HIM! 
EMEIL! I'M MISTRESS ONLY MY HUSBAND 
OF THIS HOUSE! WOULD PUT UP 
- WITH A CREATURE 
LIKE THAT)! 


ALTHOUGH TALBOT HAD NEVER SEEN 
ADOLPH EYRE-- IT WAS HARD TO 
IMAGINE A GIRL 50 YOUNG AND So 
GORGEOUS MARRIED TO HIM ! 

You MEAN “WA” 


YOu ARE 
MRS, EYRE? 


HANDSOME YOUNG 
MAN TO BE LED 


TO THE SLAUGHTER! 


a ape CREATURES / 
HEH! HEH! SUCHA ) yA 


HATE THEM ALL}? 


MIS BLOOD CHILLED, TALBOT fe HAVEN'T ANY THAT'S WHY I WANTED 


LET HIMSELF BE LED INTO FRIENDS! THIS IS MY EMEIL TO LET YOU IN! You'RE 
THE STUDY..- HUSBAND'S PARTY YOUNG --LIKE I AM. YoU'RE 
You 4 WITH AVS FRIENDS! HANDSOME, TOO ! AND I'm 


IF 

UGH THEY'RE FEEL THAT 

ENOUGH To ne ig 
WHY DO YOU 


SCARE 
ANY Bopy! 


GIVE A 
hg Se 
PARTY? 


SO LONELY--SO HUNGRY 
FOR SOMEONE WHO |S 
NoT OLD ANP 


WHAT? 


IT WAS HARD TO RESIST... THE OVERWHELMING 
BEAUTY OF THIS GIRL... 


BLT, YOUR HUSBAND _f UGH! THEY'RE 
CAN'T BE UNSOCIABLE \'/ HORRIBLE! chars 
IF oe LIKES WHY THEY G 

THIS KIND OF \PARTY! 
THEY LIKE To 
WEAR MASKS-- 


BRIEF ee 


IT WILL BE 
IMPOSSIBLE FOR 
YoU TO SAY 
ANY THING f 


(JB) YOU'LL FINO OUT WHEN 
MUST YoU MEET MY. BUSBAND! 
E OH, PLEASE TAK 
JOKING! AWAY _WITH YOU eRFORE 


HE oe eg 
TO YOu! 


IN ONE Den 


-. THE UNGEARABLE AGONY 
OF BRUTE-LIKE FINGERS.,. 


WITH ALMOST SUPERHUMAN 
EFFORT, TALBOT FORCED HIS 
BRAIN ANDO MUSCLES To 
OBEY HIS DESPERATE NEED. 


AHH! WASN'T SURE 
I COULD Do IT! 


OLD 
COMMANDO TRICK! 
\ AND IT WORKED S 
Uy 


(=) 


TALBOT WAS SHOCKED BY MRS. EYRE'S 
MURDEROUS INTENTIONS... 


HEY! HOLD IT! 
I WASN'T SENT 
HERE TO K/LL 
MY_COMPANY'S 
BEST 
CUSTOMER ! 


MRS, EYRE--_ 
IS THIS 7-- BUT-- 
BUT _IT CAN'T 

BE! 


Z'LL 
FIX HIM, 
MASTER! 


EMEIL GRABBED THE POKER ANDO... 


[--t TOLD 
YoU WHAT WOULD 
HAPPEN ! OW: 


EMEIL SET ABOUT DOING 
HIS MASTER'S BIDDING... 


li : 


YEEEE/ THIS CAN'T 

TAPBEN! N-NOT_IN 

THIS DAY ANOS AGE! 
2 IT'S TRUE ! 


TELL THAT 
TO THE 
MASTER, 

MY FRIEND! 


WEARING THE BESTIAL MAS. 
a ss earner oe 


AT THAT. MOMENT, ADOLPH EYRE, STILL 
APPEARED! 


SEE IF YOU CAN 

FIND THAT VIXEN 

WIFE OF MINE, EMEIL! 

SHE HAS MANAGED 

TO HIDE FROM ME 
AGAIN ! 


OUT A ITATION 
NEVER LEAVES To TELL 
WHAT THEY HAVE 
SEEN ! ' 


NOW YOU UNDERSTAND... 
A MAN WHO LOOKS LIKE A 
BEAST IS REPUGNANT 
TO OTHER PEOPLE! So 

HE BECOMES A_&BEAST, 
AND MUST LIVE HIODEN 
BY EVIL SHADOWS! 


IN FASCINATED HORROR 
TALBOT WATCHED ADOLPH 
EYRE REMOVE HIS MASK... 


AND DO YOU SEE, MY WIFE 
WAS RIGHT WHEN 

SHE TOLD YOU 

MY FACE WAS 

MORE HORRIBLE 

THAN THE MASK 

I WORE ! 


MASTER! 


You WILL 
MASTER! T 


WEILL FINO GHRISLAINE , LIKE WE 
ALWAYS DO! I'LL DELAY THE 
PLEASURE OF TEARING YOUR 
HANDSOME FACE APART 
UNTIL AFTER MY GUESTS 

HAVE GONE! 


IT-- IT'S 


YOU'RE SO YOUNG 
AND BEAUTIFUL, 
GHRISLAINE! How 
DID YOU HAPPEN 
TO MARRY _THAT 
BEAST? 


DID YOU THINK I 
DESERTED YOU, 


03 TALBOT STRUGGLED 
TO FREE HIMSELF... 


LOOK, TALBOT 
STEWART! I CAME 
HERE TO FREE 
You! EVEN ADOLPH 
AND EMEIL DO NOT 
KNOW OF THIS 
PASSAGE! 


FINALLY..- WE'LL I OID 
MAKE IT! 

WE'VE DONE IT! \~. ARE YOU A ASA 

WE'RE FREE! GOOD SHOT?/ MARKSMAN 

THERE'S ADOLPH'S DURING THE 


HUNTING LODGE : WAR! 
WHE i 


THEM OFF! 


THEN... A SHOT..- AND... vares 
WE MADE IT! HERE'S A GUN! —) ¥ jc EEEVIIT 
THEY CERTAINLY }/ You MUST KILL I--I GOT THEM \ \% : : 
CAN'T BATTER THEM! IT'S SELF- | BOTH, GHRISLAINE ! J eS THE YEARS 
DOWN THIS DEFENSE! IT'S cas fer eae Vic ae 


OUR LIVES OR ! 
' HAVE DONE 
7 THEIRS! 9 Ge Aas 
/ . “<( YAGHHS 
ae c a 
at | {= 


‘ 4 » Ws } ux ia S 
PA ie LP, a, 
eae : 7 or & 
ees. yy 
~~/ Lis 
~ yy 
Pes : 
YES, I'M SURE, GOOD! I'M SICK 
RISLAINE! (2) 


GH A ! F HIS INTERFERENCE! 

THEY'RE DEAD! I TOLD You I WAS 
is A HUNGRY FOR SOME- 

No! NOL 


HELPS 
UGHHH! 


@ He stumbled into the cafe, and 
steadied himself against the wall. 
During a few seconds, he had to 
close his eyes against the painful 
tornado of light, which engulted 
hum in colored waves. ‘he dark- 
ness was behind him now, a still 
beckoning protection. How easy it 
would be to let loose his last hold 
on the world, and drown in the 
waves of nocturnal obscurity. 

But no! He had to hold on, he 
had to accept the weakness and 
the pain, and fight them. Slowly, 
he opened his eyes, letting the 
hight come in in small shards, glit- 
tering daggers thrust in his pu- 
pus. He waited until he was able 
to control all his muscles com- 
pietely, before he risked moving 
nis teet again. Carejul, he said to 
himself, a whispered draught, 
very careful now. He started con- 
centrating on the difficult art of 
walking. first the left foot, yes, 
like that. Very slowly. God, his 
knees felt like rubber, they threat- 
ened to melt under his weight and 
tlow away over the floor. His feet 
were as two enormous lead blocks, 
trailing behind him. Now the 
right foot, move it forward, 
slowly, easy, yes, yes! That’s it. 
Now again the left one. He stum- 
bled again, cursing himself. Don’t 
give up, damn you, damn the 
weakness and the hurt. But 
DON’T give up. Carefully, foot by 
foot, moving forward as an auto- 
mation, a will-controlled machine, 
he walked to the bar. 

A few customers looked at him 
curiously, wondering. Don’t think 
about them, let them look and 
think whatever pleases them in 
their cursed narrow minds. Prob- 
ably they all htought he was dead 
drunk. But he wasn’t, no matter 
how he looked or acted. It was a 
week since he had tasted anything 
else but water. That was why he 


had come to the cafe in the first 
place, because he NEEDED a 
drink, more than anything else in 
the world right now. 

This evening was the premiere. 
HIS premiere, the first showing 
of the latest creation of Gordon 
Ashley, world famous actor, well- 
known playwright and connois- 
seur of the classics, who had made 
his world-fam bey his disputed 
modern interpretation of some of 
Shakespeare’s works. This eve- 
ning, for the first time, he, Gor- 
don Ashley, would play the lead- 
ing part in one of his works, The 
First Thunder of May, a violent 
satire on Hamlet. He had 
reached the bar now. He took a 
deep breath, the air hissing be- 
tween his bared teeth. His lungs 
the waver in his voice, without 
dreadfully. He tried to control 
much success. He ‘asked for a 
strong cognac, knowing in ad- 
vance that the stuff he’d get would 
only be a weak substitute. Still, 
it was better than nothing. 

The barkeeper took a good look 
at him, and asked for immediate 
payment. “It is usual here, sir,” 
he apoligized; “too many custo- 
mers, you know.” And too many 
drunks, no doubt, Gordon com- 
pleted the unspoken thought for 
himself. He paid, and pocketed 
the change loosely. He reached 
for the Napoleon glass, constrain- 
ing the tremor of his hands. Con- 
centrate, his mind khispered, con- 
centrate, make your brain a com- 
puter, your body a machine. You 
must strengthen your muscles, as 
wheels o fthat machine; you must 
form metal claws in which you 
hold your weak body prisoner. 

His arm became a level, his 
hand a _ forceps. Concentrate, 
that’s it. He was going to make it, 
all right, weakness or not. His 
fingers stopped trembling. He 
took the glass and drank, not in 
one draught, but with small sips, 
rinsing his plate. He felt the fire 
drip down into his inside, burn- 
ing, giving his body the force so 
badly. He paid for a second drink. 
His speech became more easy, less 
less painful, less hurting. A 
numbness settled over his stom- 
ach, and slowly the world stopped 
spiinning around like a madhouse. 

How had he arrived here, in 
fact? The last thing he clearly re- 


membered, was seeing the light of 
the cafe in front of him. And be- 
fore there was a vague memory of 
a long walk, of crawling, of a con- 


.stantly mounting tiredness, and 


the nagging weakness of his body. 

“Well, what a surprise,” a voice 
said behind him, He didn’t know, 
or maybe didn’t recognize the 
voice. He half turned, groaning 
‘inside, Oh no, not again, now 
now! Not another autograph 
hunter, o ra reporter, or one of 
those who wanted to be able to 
say, “You Know Whom I Talked 
To Last Night?” 

“Sorry, I hope I’m not disturb- 
ing you,” the stranger said, “but 
you AKE Gordon Asley, THE 
Gordon Ashley, aren’t you? The 
man who never missed a single 
pertormance. You don’t know ME 
of course, 1’m Marvin Destanberg, 
a great admirer of you.” 

“That's fine, thanks,’ Gordon 
Ashley murmured, ignoring the 
offered hand. His mind was in tur- 
moil—no, please, no conversation 
now. He had to concentrate on 
that.part he had to play within 
the next hour. And therefore he 
needed alcohol, to keep him up- 
tght, and not leaning against the 
bar as he was doing now, to bring 
some strength into those damned 
weak legs. To keep his mind on 
the act, not on what had hap- 
pened. 

The stranger was not to be 
offended so easily. He just kept 
on spilling words in a steady, 
drowning flood of meaningless 
sounds. “Just imagine when I tell 
my wife I’ve been speaking with 
THE Gordon Ashley, the actor 
whose name will be all over town 
tomorrow. Gordon Asley, the man 
who disappears mysteriously dur- 
ing a few weeks to study his part, 
and who reappears the evening of 
the show. You’ll give me your au- 
tograph, will you?” God, if he 
only could get rid of this nuisance, 
shake him as he would an annoy- 
ing insert. 

“Of course, with pleasure,” he 
heard his own voice . murmur 
hoarsely. He saw the strange ex- 
pression on his listener’s face. He 
must be thinking I’m loaded, Gor- 
don thought. Let him think, let 
them all think what they like, and 
curse their demned minds. Just 
let them come and watch First 


Thunder of May this evening, 
then they'll see real acting. 

His shaking fingers searched 
for his pen, without finding it; 
and finally he grabbed the ball- 
point his admirer offffered him. 
He scribbled his name on the piece 
of paper, loosely torn from an old 
note-book his admirer had in his 


pocket. 
The world around him was 
turning slowly, very slowly. 


There were immense black holes 
in the world, and he feared fall- 
ing through one. He had to get 
out of here. He couldn’t concen- 
trate here, and ‘it was so neces- 
sary for the piece. This show just 
had to go on; it was his own, all 
his very own flesh and blood and 
mind. He had carried it as a preg- 
nancy, and now he had to give 
birth and life to it. Never he had 
missed a premiere, and he 
wouldn’t now. 

He excused himself and reeled 
outside, followed by the soft whis- 
pering from the crowd, from 
which he catched a remark here 
and there, sticking on his mind, 
like flies on flypaper : ‘“‘disappoint- 
ing ... such a personality ...I 
wonder how he will ever be able 
just drink .. . they all drink, my 
dear, my mother always said...” 

Th iediots, the damned poor 
idiots if they could only know. 
But let them laugh, let them 
whisper behind his back. He, Gor- 
don Ashley, would stand before 
them this evening in the cold- 
burning lights, and the theater an 
empty hole before him, and he 
would be as calm, as powerful as 


ever. . 

Night was a protecting cloak, 
gathered around him as he walk- 
ed. He looked at his watch. The 
glass was broken and wet; the 


_hands stood still. He must have 


bumped into something on his 
way to the cafe, Perhaps he had 
fallen ... His eyes searched—yes, 
there was a jeweler’s shop, with 
a big clock outside it. Half-past 
seven already; he’d have to hurry 
—he’d never get there on time if 
he walked. He needed a taxi, 
quickly. 

Luck was with me. He gave the 
driver a large tip. Staggering in- 
to the artist’s entrance, he again 
tried to steady himself against 
the wall. Another actor saw him 
and tried to help, but Ashley re- 
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jected the offered hands. He man- 
aged to get into his dressing room 
on his own, and seated himself 
before the large make-up mirror. 
With trembling hands, he sought 
the bottle which was in the lowest 
drawer of his desk, and drank 
from it. If he could only get rid 
of this weakness, he’d manage the 
evening, although he could feel 
somethnig of his confidence leav- 


ing him. 
For a few seconds, the alcohol 
brought back some of _ his 


strength, but then the coldness re- 
turned and left his body shiver- 
ing, as if icy water ran through 
his veins. 

He started making up. In the 
mirror, he saw Rena enter and 
look at him. She wrinkled her 
nose, one of her annoying habits, 
which he had put to excellent use, 
however, in the play, in which she 
was his opposite number this eve- 
ning. 

“They told me you were 
drunk,” she said, “‘and I can smell 
it till here. Drinking is not one of 
your bad habits, whatever the rest 
are. What’s going wrong, Gor- 
don? You think you’ll manage the 
show this evening?” He went on 
shading his eyes and adjusting 
the small moustache. He didn’t 
trust his voice enough to answer 
her, he only gave her a short nod. 

“You DO look sick,” she said. 
Another nod. She waited, but he 
didn’t venture furture explana- 
tions. He waited for her to ask if 
she should get a doctor, but she 
only shrugged and went out. He 
tried to stop the shaking, which 
was spoiling his delicate make-up. 
But he couldn’t, his hands seemed 
to possess a life of their own, they 
were like trembling, pulsating 
jelly fish, boneless. He closed his 
eyes, and concentrated. He almost 
felt his own will-power gliding 
through his nerves and steadying 
his hands. He got up and managed, 
to walk, without stumbling too 
much. Through a tear in the cur- 
tain, he took a look into the house. 
Completely full. Good. This eve- 
ning they would see what real act- 
ing was like. He’d finished his 
make-up just in time. 

The music started, and the buzz 
faded away into an expectant si- 
lence. He gave a short sign to 
Rena. The curtain opened, and 
26 


The First Thunder of May began. 
Rena gave an excellent introduc- 
tory performance as the slightly 
neurotic woman. He caught him- 
self making content little nods 
with his head, she really WAS the 
woman he had written in his play. 

With steady steps, he walked 
onto the stage, in the blinding 
lights. He was full of confidence 
now. This was his creation, every 
word of it, each little movement 
of his hands was his very own. He 
had given them to the public, he 
was giving them now. This was no 
stage, this was his reality. He 
played for himself, as he would 
for an empty house. The words, 
the sentences that came rolling 
out, his movements weren’t made, 
they were HIS. Nobody even so 
much as whispered in the audi- 
torium. 

But deep in him, he felt the 
weakness, waiting, lurking. And 
then, in the midst of an import- 
ant sentence, he faltered. He 
saved himself by improvising a 
coughing-fit. As he was playing a 
sick person, nobody noticed. But 
Rena had to whisper the next 
cue, and her words seemed to 
come from an enormous distance. 
Then during a hurried movement, 
his left leg refused. It was as if 
all his muscles suddenly decided to 
rebel. A fain murmur’ went 
through the audience . . . So they 
had noticed this time. More and 
more he ha dto search for his 
lines, new falterings came, as if 
there were empty places in his 
memory. Sometimes he could save 
his face by improvisation, but not 
always. He saw. the surprised and 
slightly accusing looks of Rena. 
He thonught he saw the banker, 
who financed the play, behind the 
curtains, in a heated discussion 
with one of the other leading ac- 
tors. 

Gordon knew he was acting 
badly now. All his talent seemed 
to have left him. More gaps ap- 
peared in his memory, as if some- 
thing was stealing everything 
straight from his brain, taking 
whole parts away. Sudden cramps 
of his muscles made his body do 
strange and bizarre movements, 
not unlike a badly controlled 
puppet. 

The fluid hand movements, of 
which he had always been so 


proud, became wooden, his voice 
turned raucous, the words jerky. 
He felt sick, sick, the darkness in 
him came up as vomit, in great 
black clouding gulps, swallowing 
him. He felt the concetrating will- 
power leading away from his 
body, as if it were running out of 
his very pores. His mind went 
white, then black, and there were 
no sounds, no lights left. He knew 
he had lost then, and once so far, 
it was so eagy to stop all struggle, 
give up completely and surrender 


to the dark waves, which carried 
him with them into the sea. The 
toothless mouth, and in that 
world was a black hole, a gaping, 
mouth, faces, countless white 


faces looking surprised and some- 
what frightened up at him. He 
had done his best for them, but 
he hadn’t strength to keep it up. 
butHe opened his mouth, but no 
sounds came. Something wet ran 
from his eye-sockets and dripped 
red on the floor of the stake. 


Then someone started scream- 
ing in the audience. 


“Curtain, curtain!” Rena 
shrieked. The curtain crashed 
down, but too late to hide from 
the public that which still stood 
upright on the scene, a few sec- 
onds, before its legs bent and fell 
down. 


Gordon Ashley accepted the 
darkness and the weakness now. 
There was no stage, no world, 
only black wings, coming closer 
and closer... 


fAter two pale agents had 
covered that which was lying on 
the stage with a sheet, the real 
inquisition started. They found 
Gordon’s car finally, near the 
cliffs by the sea, party under wa- 
ter, where it had been lying for 
over a week. The door was open, 
and on a few places, where the 
sea didn’t reach the sand, they 
found the trail, where something 
had worked itself out of the sea. 
Something which was no longer 
alive, but not quite dead either— 
a mass of bones and already rot- 
ting muscles and disintegrating 
flesh, which, driven by fanatic 
will-power, had wrestled itself out 
of the wrecked car, and had come 
back for Gordon  Ashley’s 
premiere. e 


Tn THE MYSTERIOUS HEART OF THE BLACK NIGHT LURK FOUL ANP EVIL CREATURES 
FAWNED BY THE DEVIL AND NURSED BY WITCHES AND LEMONS / ONE MAN SOUGHT TO 
ENTER THE/R CULT OF ABANDON, TO L/VE /N UNHOLY ECSTASY BESIDE THE..- 


{\, > 4 (UB)- . (YOU MUST FREE ME FROM 
UNRATE INE VILE YOu i ILA TH OAM ernie IT on 
Gl ARE MAY CREATION / ae 
‘b MINE / HEH-HEH- HEH! 


JIN THE STUDIO OF THE MAYFORD ART SCHOOL, A STRANGE 
AND TORMENTEO MIND GAZES WITH INTENSE KAPTUREON 
THE PRODUCTS OF /TS_CREATION.,. PICTURES FORMED 
OUT OF A WILD AND FEVERISH IMAG/NATION..- 


LOOK AT GLOOMY,OLD VHE FRIGHTENS ‘es LAUGH, YOU 
JULIAN AODMIRING HIS |} ME! LOOK AT { FOOLS! YOU WILL 
ART! HE NEVER USES HIS EVES! 7 NEVER KNOW THE 
ANY COLORS BUT | FOWER MY HANDS 
BLACK AND \ CAN BRING To 


a Jen Cl 

HOW FINE, GLEN, | DINNER WITH 
ABOUT _S\ YOU CAN HIM! STUP. 
DINNER \ PICK ME 

TONIGHT, A 

DARLING Z, 


OUR 
“¥ HER ALONE ! 


JIN SUCH A MIND, DREADFUL THOUGHTS WILL 

NEVER CEASE, AND NOW AN OVERWHELM - 

ING ANC TERRIBLE OBSESSION BEGINS 
TO TAKE GRUESOME SHAPE.,.LIKE ONE OF 
THE CREATURES IN THE PICTURE. AS THE 
DAYS PASS 


THIS IS MY MASTERPIECE! 
THE PERFECT EXPRESSION 
OF EVIL AND DECAY / THEY 
ARE MONSTERS OF My 
CREATION / AS LONG AS 


LIVE, THEY LIVE / oe, 


THEY SEEM TO BE CALLING ME..AS 
IF LAM THEIR FRIEND... AND BELONG 
‘\ WITH THEM IN THE ENDLESS. BLACK- 
NESS OF THEIR SWAMP-WORLD ! 


TILL COME TO YOU I'M WORRIED HE'S JUST 
YET! YOU MUST ABOUT JULIAN ! AS GLOOMY 
WAIT! YOUMUST ] HE'S GETTINGTO AS EVER, 
cs aio Beene. ¢ “ab vone” 
| Fi, OME ! 
~~. 


HAVE YOU COME 
TO MOCK ME, TO 
LAUGH AT MY 
MASTERPIECE7 
THAT WOLILD BE 
IRONIC SINCE (T'S 
DEDICATED TO 


WHY, NO, JULIAN / 
I DION'T COME TO 
MOCK YOu... BUT 
YOUR PICTURE! IT. 
IT FRIGHTENS 
ME TO LOOK AT IT! 
WHY MUST YOU 
PAINT SUCH 
HIDEOUS THINGS? 


THEY ARE NOT HIDEOUS / LIMUST GET 
THEY ARE MY FRIENDS OUT OF HERE 
CALLING TO ME TO JOIN AT ONCE / 
THEM IN THE WORSHIP THERE'S 
OF EVIL, PAIN AND ‘ SOMETHING 


DESTRUCTION! N STRANGE 

DS | | AND HORRIBLE 
JULIAN! YouR ‘ IN THE AIR! xf 
FACE |S SO... 


SHE 'S FRIGHTENED 


OF ME! T MUSTN'T <4 ERE ‘ 

LET HER LEAVE TO Gi YOU DON'T OARKNESS AND EVIL REIGN & 
VY CARRY MY SECRET if BELIEVE THAT FOREVER! OPEN YOUR DOORS ; > 

TO CURIOUS EARS! &/ MY WORLD OF TO ONE OEVOTEDO TO SERVE 


WHERE |S MY 
BOOK... MY BOOK-- 


\ T'LL PROVE IT’ 


THE SWAMP YOU ANO WORSHIP You / é 
EXISTS,00 YOU7} \_ EXCRANTA,TAIBORA!OAMYATA 
TO YOU! You . See cd 

WILL JOIN ME 55 


THERE AND WE 
WILL LIVE IN ITS 


wr N ONE WILD 
¥ ANO SUDDEN 


EAL/TY, 
ANS ee ie SPACE 
vigAbreAR A ASA 


TRANSFORMATION \ 
TAKES PLACE / 


2.6. 


AT LAST! MY CREATIONS COME TO 
LIFE IN ALL ITS EVIL AND HORROR ! 
THIS IS THE DEVIL'S OWN LAIR AND 
IAM SWORN TO SERVE THE 
PRINCE OF NIGHT! 


FRIENDS TO WHOM \ 
I DEDICATE MY 
MIND ANO SOUL! 
AND SO MUST 
Ou / 


NEVER! NEVER! 
bed oe HORRIBLE! ‘ 


OREAMING! 


OH, WORLD OF THE SWAMP, YOU 
CALLED AND I CAME To You 
KNOWING THERE WOULD BE 
NO RETURN /!! PROTECT US 
FROM THE WORLD OF LIGHT. 
AND WRAP US JN THE 2 
‘ ETERNAL NIGHT / 


tes 
ee 


MY FRIEND DOES NOT WANT you 
TO LEAVE/ HE WANTS YOLI TO 
STAY WITH ME AND 

CELEBRATE THE TRIUMPH 
OF EVIL OVER GOOD, OF 
DARK OVER L/GHT, OF 
DESPAIR OVER HOPE / 


JULIAN WANDERS THROUGH THE INFESTED WORLD OF 
HIS. (MAGINATION...NOW FEAL AND ALIVE... AND SHOCKING! 


< ; 
ae eH 


COME BACK ! YOU CAN NEVER ESCAPE / 
YOU ARE AS MUCH MY CREATION WOW 
AS ANY OF THESE CREATURES / 


No! No! 
I WON'T 
BELIEVE 

IT! 


THERE MUST 


hy rt, 


HOW DARE YOU SAY 

THAT EVIL DESTROYS 

EVIL! IT CREATES MORE 

EVIL/ IT SEE THAT IT WAS 

WRONG TO BRING 
YOU HERE / 


JULIAN! YOU'RE 
INSANE / STOP/. 
LET ME GOs 


ARGHHH-H! 


NOS YOU DON'T 
UNDERSTAND! I- 
I AM YOUR FRIENE 
IAM YOUR 
DISCIPLE / YOU-: 
YOU COLILON'T/ 


oe 


as s HIS ICY FINGERS PRESS AGAINST HER 
THROAT, A SWAMP MONSTER APPROACHES. 


BUT WHY SHOULO 
I DESTROY YOU 7 
HERE'S ONE OF 
MY CREATURES... 
ANDO HE CAN DO A 
MORE THOROUGH 
JOB ! CAN'T YOU, 
MY FRIEND / 


I CAN'T i 
BREATHE: 
IC-CANT--_4 


gas Z: Sonex 
Coe" 
: \Y ggg i 
“~ es e e aoe og 
\ a ae 
ws a i Se See - 
a el a "Cmca ea a 


BUT H/S BONES SNAP ANO HS BREATH 


AS THE JAWS OF THE SWAMP MONSTER TIGHTEN, , 
STOPS AS HE SINKS INTO THE WATER... 


THE DYING DREAM OF A WORLD OF EVIL FLASHES 
FOR ONE MOMENT BEFORE JULIAN'S EYES--- 


MARY! MARY/ WHERE ARE THE B00K, WORLD OF DARK ANO 
YOU? TKNEW IL SHOULON'T GLEN... THE EV/L, RETURN MY 
HAVE LEFT HER ALONE WITH BOOKS VED TOM 


JULIAN! I HAD TO COME 
BACK! L..,.WHAT// 


BRIGHTNESS // 
LUXTAIBERA DAMYATA 
BAQDOMNTIS 


GLEN/ GLEN/ A RIPPLE ON GREEN WATER... 
I’M COMING BACK : STAINED RED... A SIN/STER TANGLE 

To you! L/h % OF TREES AND VINES RISING AND 
— - ee ie Zi | WRITHING... DARKNESS DESCENDING 


ON A TORMENTEO AND TERRIBLE 


OH, GLEN... HE'S 
PART OF THE WORLD 
HE CREATED WOW! 
HE WILL BE 
FORT ee WITH 


MARY, DARLING,, 
U'RE SAFE! 


MAN ~ BEAST 


M A CLANONO PROSPECTOR... THE NAME 1S JACK PARKER... Z WAS WORKING 
/N WILO COLINTRY, SOL/TH OF JO-BLURG ANO (7 WAS THERE THAT Z MET MY 
FRIENO ! MOW THIS WAS A MOST UNUSUAL ENCOUNTER ANC A MOST PECULIAR 
FRIENO ! I GENERALLY DON'T TALK ABOUT /T ANYMORE, BUT (VE HEARD SO MANY 
VARIATIONS OF MY OWN ADVENTURE THAT /LL TELL /T ONCE MOKE 7O SET /7T 

STRAIGHT ONCE ANP FOR ALL / 


SERS SOS. 


ees <8 
& 
SSSSSES 


Bo 
PSs. soso 
a 


SoS SOON 
SOS See 
Sere 


BECAUSE THE NEXT 
THING ZI KNEW so Wa 


10 FOUNO A LIKELY LOOKING @ DIAMOND COUNTRY 
SPOT ANO I SUPPOSE L GOT JF I EVER SAW /T! 
EXCITEO ANO CARELESS... 


7 QON7T KNOW HOW LONG Z WAS LINCONSCIOUS/ Ano WHEN 
RIGE 


W-WHERE COULD I BE? How O1o |! Owwww— 
We 2 GET HERE, IN THIS CAVE? ANO MY ANKLE! 
J THOSE — BONES/ BROKEN, OR 
AT LEAST 
A SEVERE 
STRAIN! 


+ 


ee 


SUODENLY I WAS AWARE OF ,.\ FROZEN WITH FEAR, Z WATCHEO ( THE BABOON PUT THE 
A STRANGE ODOR A SHADOW . KAS A LARGE BABOON SLOWLY FOOD COWN BEFORE ME 
eS 


DARKENED THE ENTRANCE WM APPROACHED ME! I KNEW ANDO MOVEO AWAY! I 
JO THE CAVE! I FELT THE { ABOUT BABOONS, OF COURSE! | WAS ASTOMSHEO —ANO 
HAIR PRICKLE ON THE x HOW INTELLIGENT THEY WERE, ALSO FAMISHEO- 
BACK OF MY NECK... W\ ANO HOW SeeeesEes east 
y SS SAVAGE... \\ ee : UT AT A 
AN AN/MAL OF SOME KINO! JK WS : 
THIS M-MUST BE /TS A“ S ee STARVE./ FRUITS 
: NWN ‘I WHY HE'S BERRIES, NUTS! 
ACTUALLY 
OFFERING i ae 
ME THAT : Ps tiaee 


me 


/ FELT THE BABOON WATCHING ME AGS I TORE 
y TOO BAD YOU CAN'T SPEAK...I HAVE A 
AT THE FOOD! HIS EYES, ALMOST HUMAN, GAVE See BAN eS ee 
FRIENDS...WELL, WE ARE FRIENDS 
, ALREADY, AFTER A 
FASHION, AREN'T 
WE? 


THANKS, OLD BOY, 
FOR EVERYTHING! I SUPPOSE YOU 
BROUGHT ME HERE, EH? AND NOW 

la YOU'RE FEEDING ME! IT'S A REAL 
pee MIRACLE, ORA 

: : & DREAM, BUT {4 


i) HUNGRY TO 


ie ae (a 


FOR THE FIRST T/ME | IN SOUTH AFRICA, AS I'VE SAIQ, WE 
Z TOUCHED HIM! HES KNOW ALL ABOUT BABOONS! 
SEEMEO TO EM/OY THEY CAN BE TAMEl, SOME OF 
GEING PETTEO, ANC THEM, ANO THE OLO BOER 
WATCHED ME WITH HIS \ SETTLERS USED THEM AS 
LIMPEO BROWN EYES...\ NURSEMAIDS FOR CHILOREN/ 
GUT TASHO SEEMEO OF 
UNUSUAL INTELLIGENCE... 


NICE, TASHO! 
YOU KNOW 


AFTER MY MEAL L FELL ASLEEP! 
Z HAD TAKEN OFF MY BOOTS, OF 
COURSE, ANO WHEN ZI AWOKE... 


WATER! YOU'VE BROUGHT 
ME WATER, OLD BOY! NICE 
OF You! YOU SEEM To . 
| KNOW THAT I CAN'T WALK 

ON THIS ROTTEN 
. ANKLE! 


THERE — THERE! DON'T BE 
AFRAID OF ME! I THINK I'LL 
HAVE TO GIVE YOU A NAME, 
EH? I'LL CALL YOU pe 


TASHO AFTER IT HURTS J 
MY OLD DOG! ME, EH? 
POOR THING YOU WANT 


IS DEAD TO MAKE 


2 IT WELL! 


WELPLESS,I WATCHEO AS TASHO ANO THE 
LION FOUGHT/ TASHO A BABOON WHO HAD 
TAKEN A FANCY 70 A HUMAN BEING, WAS 
THE ONLY THING 
BETWEEN ME 
ANO DEATH... 


We ALSO HA VE LIONS IN. 
SOUTH AFRICA/ SUQOENLY © = 
I WAS AROUSED BY TASHO'S AHRRRRR = 
SNARL OF RAGE... § ZT GRR RRR 


AY 


TASHO! 
WHAT IS 


os ‘Oke |. 

TASHO CAME BACK ANO 
PUT ONE FAW ON MY ARM. 
HE GAVE ME A LOOK OF 
LOYALTY THAT 
SEEMED HL/MAN... 


: _— (a s a 6 
SHE WENT AFTER THAT LION LIKE A 
MOTHER PROTECTING HER YOUNG. +. 


4 / WHAT 1S IT, TASHO? 
WHAT ARE YOU TRY- / 
ING TO TELL ME? 


ff GOOD TASHO, 
YOU'VE GOT HIM 

ON THE RUN! 

YOU SAVED 


(TRYING TO TELL 
ME WE'RE BUDDIES, 


\ FRIEND, 0 
"WE ARE! 


FOR SEVERAL DAYS LONGER, TASHO J HAO GROWN STRANGELY ATTACHED TO HIM 
DESPITE MY FEELING OF UNEASINESS’ BUT 


CAREO FOR ME, FETCHING ME FOOD 
ANO WATER! IT STRUCK ME, NOW I DECIDED TO BE OW 


GROTESQUELY, THAT HE WAS F SS MY WAY AT ONCE... 
ACTING ALMOST LKE wa 
MY KEEPER. . I 7 GOODBYE, TASHO! THANKS 
Ns i $ 
LOOK, TASHO, L CAN We FOS FOR EVERYTHING! AND WHEN 
PH -@ I HEAR PEOPLE TALKING _« 3 ] 
WALK A LITTLE! SO = “Yy gf 
' /\ ABOUT OUMB ANIMALS & oy 
LI GUESS IT'S TIME j Pe 
FOR US TO SAY AGAIN, I'LL TELL THEM Lay ee 
GoopByE! ,S Z ABOUT YOU" 
(mee we ‘ 
as of AN 
n =e 
4, ane 
TASHO! W-WHAT'S THE a { 


MATTER WITH You? LET 


GRRR~ RRR ee Ss) W-WHY ARE 
TASHO BARED HIS TEETH AT 


~ YOU SO 
GGGGRRR_ \ FIERCE? YomeE WA SNARL! COLD 
FINGERS OF FEAR GRIPFPED : 
ge ME AS I REMEMBERED oo 
ee ) THAT BABOONS WERE oy 
oe KILLERS WHEN AROUSED... 
lex RRRRRR-RR-( tasuo! )/3 


UNS - GRRRRRR— 


THEN, WITH A DAWWING HORROR L REALIZED 


4 RETREATED SO THAT'S IT, EH? YOU DON'T 
70 MY RUDE WANT ME TO GO! BUT I MUST, | 7747 I WAS A PRISONER! TASHO, A 
PALLET ANO AT TASHO! I HAVE A WIFE LONELY BABOON, HAD GROWN TOO 
ONCE HE GREW} WHO MUST THINK I AM © 4\ ACLUSTOMED 
FRIENOLY AGAIN x DEAD! ANS TO ME...°7WS /S INCRECIELE, FRIGHTEN- 
AWD BROUGHT oo - ING! [F Z TRY 
ME FOOD... ; TO LEAVE: 
air HELL 
TEAR ME 
70 PIECES/, 
YET I 
MUST 
GET 
AWAY 
FROM 
HIM! 


WHEN TASH LEFT ME ALONE THE NEXT 
TIME, ZI KNEW WHAT Z HAD 7O Oo... 


POOR TASHA! I HATE RRs 
TO 00 THIS TO You, 
m SU7 L MUST! t 


ILL HAVE TO FIGHT MY 
WAY OUT OF HERE.../7T 

SEEMS THE ONLY WAY 
I CAN ESCAPES 


LVEN AFTER I GOT MY BEARINGS, 
/T TOOK ME SEVERAL DAYS TO 
GET HOME! BUT AT LAST:.. 


-/LL GE WELL ON MY 
A WRETCHED WAY TO REPAY WAY.’ GUT I Boh Bed 


YOUR KINDNESS, OLD FRIEND, RECOGNIZE THIS 
BLT L CAN'T MAKE YOU UNDER~- VW cowy7rey AT ALL! 
STAND THAT L MUST TASHO WUUS7T HAVE 


HOME! ANO THERE'S 
MAUREEN, COMING TO f 


CARRIEO ME FOR DARLING— 
MILES AFTER HE )W Ho } a DARLING! 
FOUND ME/ MASTER ‘ae 5 _ af 
NOT DEAD! a; 
b COME : 
Home! 


OH, DARLING, 


IT'S A LONG STORY, 
YOU'RE SAFE! } MAUREEN! AND A E 
BUT WHAT FANTASTIC ONE ! I'LL TELL a 


HAPPENED 7 YOU ABOUT IT AFTER I 


st! L WORRY, MASTER! SOMETHING PROWL 


AROUND HOUSE! I NO LIKE—MUCH 
SCARED! 


SOMETHING PROWLING! 
BUT WHAT— NEVER MIND, 
UNGI, I'LL TAKE CARE <§ 


7 KNEW, EVEN THEN, WHO THE FROWLER WAS / 
TASHA ales FOUND ME. Yj 
z ‘lL GET Rip 


OF HIM .. FRIGHTEN 
HIM AWAY ONCE 
AN? FOR ALL} } 


4 STATIONED MYSELF IN THE OLEP SHADOW 
NEAR THE HOUSE ANO WAITED... ee 


l& Z COULD ONLY MAKE HIM LINCERSTANE.,. 
8U7 HOW ? HE'S ENRAGED GSECALISE I 


so FELT MY WIFE HAD ROBBED HIM OF HIS 
COMPANION... HE WAS STALKING HER AS I 
ENTEREC.... 


DT EARD MY WIE CALL OUT! TASHO WAS * 
SEARCHING FOR ME INSIDE THE HOUSE! 


STAND BACK, MAUREEN! sane 


: ss ; LISTEN TO ME! TTT 
GREAT GODFREY! eereetas: 
17'S TASHO —AFTER i 
MY WIFE / Cao SE o 
Shs Vig ‘ a ae 
= 3 { 


Bur mAsHo WAS ' 
STILL A WILD a Yi 
BEAST —ANO 
REASONING AT THIS POINT WAS BEYONCE. _ mM Sore Or? | OM PARLING, L WAS 
SO at ts ee Ee SORRY, J SORRY IT HAP A WAS US ORHIM, 
PREVAILED... £ HAO NO CHOICE j 
oLD Boy! TO BE THIS WHAT COULD 
BUT 70 PROTELT MY WIFE... BUT I'VE way! YOU DO? 
, GOT TO | 
OO THIS. 


Yes —/r Was OVER! 
BUT, SOMEHOW, LL 32. 


[ALWAYS REMEMBER MY STRANGE 
FRIEND, THE GREAT TASHO, WHO WAS Ma 
VALMOS7.. BUT NOT QUITE A HUMAN FEM, Ec 


4 
SISTER... 


WHAT WAS 
THAT 


“N 
N 


SHE 


= 
: 
S 
Y 
N 


XN 


NOW THE 

BEG/N 
HOLLER ALL OAY 
ABOUT THAT 
BROKEN JAR! 


WILL 


Of HF 


‘6 CHIL 


HERE WAS A 
DEVIL 


THEY 
BUT 


Ry: 


SIZEO G/RL... 


ANO EVERY- 
you! & 


SPICE. «« 
THING DANGEROUS 
WATCH THIS LITTLE 
DARLING, PLAY HER 
FAVORITE GAME:.-. 
(T WIL KILL 
SHE ALWAYS 
PUTS THINGS 


NS 
RS 
Ng 
qs 
NN 
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SN 
TT 
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NS 

y 
Qi 
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STORY OF TH/S PINV7— 


OUT OF MY 


a 
N 
N) 
1) 
4 
y 
q 
a 
Ny 
» 
N 


THE NEIGHBORS REGARDED SISTER'S FOSTER- 


STORY «+ 


BRAT! you pI? 


IL KNOW You! 


I WAS ONLY 
BIGGER... 


S/STER'S FOSTER- MOTHER WASN'T A HAPPY 
WOMAN, THAT'S CERTAIN... SHE HAD A LOT ON 
AER MINO... A LOT OF LINPLEASANT 
THOUGHTS... 


WHAT OTHER WOMAN WOLLD 
PUT UP WITH THE THINGS Z DO, 
IO LIKE 70 KNOW... sf 


WHAT YOL! NEEO [S$ A GOOP 
LONG NAP ANO LITTLE SISTER 
1S ALL FOR MAKING YOUR W/SH 

COME TRUE/ 


* gear! 
= 


MOTHER AS A MGH-STRUNG, /RRITABLE WOMAN... 
BUT OF COURSE, THEY DIDN'T KNOW THE WHOLE 


STAIRS AND STAY 
THERE ! IT'LL TEACH 


THAT ON PURPOSE... 


“L DION'T...I 
DIDN'T... OH, IF 


NOW GET DOWN- STOP IT... 
YOU'RE 


HURTING. ci 


YOU TO BEHAVE! OHH... 


OLD HAG! SO YOU'RE 
TIRED, ARE YOU? 


Y STOP! puT THAT 
JUMP ROPE DOWN! 
ARE YOLI CRAZY? 
STOP, I SAY... 

STL dep 


emcnes 
Lote 


CLOSE YOUR 
7 EYES, IT'S 


QARN THESE BRAIDS... 
SOMETIMES I CAN F/X 


SISTER HAD A LOT 
OF STRENGTH FOR 

HER SIZE... OEAOLY || 

dase 

Eh 
Le 
a 
a 


LZ 


I MUST BE GOING CRAZY! I HAD me 
SUCH A FUNNY FEELING, I RUSHED 
a HOME FROM WORK! SO EVERY- 
‘ THING'S ALL RIGHT. EH? WHERE'S 
Ey EMILY? 


IN THERE.. 
SLEEPING, 
I GUESS. 


W YOU... YOU DID THAT! 
DIDN'T you? YOU 
KILLED HER... WELL, 
DON'T EXPECT ME 
| TO GET INVOLVED 
IN THIS! 


UNDERSTAND? 


W—WHAT 
ARE YOU 
GOING TO DO? 


I'LL sHOwW you! I'm 
CALLING THE POLICE! 
AND I'M GOING TO TELL 
THEM EVERYTHING J 
EVERYTHING, DO YOU 


HELLO! 
SISTER... 
you HERE? 
HELLO! 


CERTAINLY I'M 
HERE! YOU KNOW 
YOU TOLD ME 
NEVER TO GO 


HE'S GETTING AS 
BAD AS SHE WAS... 
ALWAYS PICKING EMILY! EMILY... 


HELLO... I WANT TO 
REPORT A MURDER! A KID 
DID IT! SHE KILLED MY 

WIFE! I TELL YOU IT's 

TRUE! SHE'S RIGHT HERE... 
AND THERE'S MORE TO THE 
STORY THAN THAT! 


WAKE UP... aed 
O4H...NO... 


LISTEN... 


HOLO (7! WELL 
LISTEN... WELL 
BE RIGHT OVER/ 


A KID COULD 
HAVE DONE IT, 
I GUESS! 


ACCORDING TO 
THE NEIGHBORS, 
YOU ANDO YOUR 
WIFE HAD PLENTY ff SAY, YOU 
OF QUARRELG... DON'T 

; THINK J... 


HEY, YOU GUYS! COME 
A SECRET! HE / HERE... THE KID'S GOING 
MAOE ME TO TELL THE TRUE __/ 
PROMISE I 
WOULDN'T 
TELL.. 


BUT SHE'S NO KIO! I 
: 4. TELL YOU SHE'S A 
HOW CAN ZT HELP ) MIDGET! WE ALL “S 
YOU IF YOU INSIST / WORKED TOGETHER 
ON CLINGING, TO IN A CIRCUS...I MADE 
THAT FOOLISH LIE | OFF WITH SOME FUNDS... 
ABOUT THE KID! / SHE CAUGHT ON...SHE'S 


YEAH...WE CAN 
IMAGINE! BLAME 
THE KIO, YOU RAT! 
COME ON... 


D-OON'T 
BELIEVE 
HER! THE 
TRUTH OF 

THE STORY 
IS THIS... 


you oo iT! 
I SAW YOU... 
YOU MADE * 
ME PROMISE, 
BUT I'VE GOT 
TO TELL YOUR 


IN 


TEEN SY 


ee 


7 I'M AFRAID OF NO... YOU MUSTN'T 
f HIM... HE'S GOING] LISTEN TO HER! 
TO HURT ME 4 PLEASE, YOUR 
BECAUSE HE'S £& HONOR... 
MAD THAT I 

| TOLD HIS 
A SECRET ! 


SO THAT WAS SISTER'S STORY! BUT. 
WOULO THE COURT EVER HEAR / 7? 
¥ ge s 


iT von't -G 
BE TIMID, #% 
LITTLE 


OH, I'M NOT 

_ |sAFRAID OF 
WS you... YOU'RE 
A NICE MAN... 


No... THE COURT NEVER O10 HEAR THAT STORY SOMEONE O/ED AND SOMEONE PAID-+- 
ABOUT S/STER... THEY WERE TOO BUSY TRYING } THAT WAS AS THE LAW WOULD HAVE [7:.. 
AND SENTENCING A HYSTERICAL PRISONER - s EE 


Z ' pe 1M INNOCENT... )\% 
e[ FOME GUY.. y I... AMMy, 
BLAMING A 6. 


SHE'S LIKE MY 
OWN KID! SWEET 
AS THEY COME! 


SHE'S COMING OUT OF HELPING HER 
THAT SILENCE! I WAS . FINE! 
WORRIED-.-- 


YES, THE PSYCHIATRIST WAS DOING 
FINE WITH SISTER. «+ 


«HE LISTENED CAREFULLY.» 
ANO 70 LISTEN /$ 70 
LEARN« «+ 


NO, THAT'S NOT ALL, 
S/STER/ YOL/VE TOLO 
ME PLENTY... GLUT THE 
POLICE WILL HAVE 70 

TAKE QVER YOUR CASE 
NOW! THEY'RE /N FOR 
A BIG SURPRISE «1. WAY, 
YOL'RE AS OLO AS 
THEY ARE! 


YOU UNDERSTAND THE VALUE OF 

TRUTH, DON'T YOU, SISTER? NOW 

LET'S START AGAIN! TELL ME ALL 

ABOUT YOURSELF...EVERYTHING 

.» YOU CAN REMEMBER... STARTING 
WAY BACK... 


Tus was ove case wa mitiion, avo THe WF rr's crecise! Ano 17'S PRODUCED 
COCTOR HAD MUCH TO THINK ABOUT... MUCH| W NOT ONLY MURDER, BUT A DREADFUL 
TO HAVE AT HIS FINGER-TIPS, FOR 1T WAS MISCARRIAGE OF JUSTICE...STUL 
GOING TO TAKE A LOT OF EXPLAINING... SHE'LL PAY I THE LONG RUN. 
S/STER HAD BEEN A GENIUS. . . 


potty 


r /F I COULD ONLY 
LOCATE SOME LOCAL 
RECOROS ! HER GIRTH 
CERTIFICATE, OR... 


7 aml 
YOU KNOW TOO MUCH, ¥ | / AND YOUR NOTES ON ME 
YOL| QUESTION-ASKING IZ |] | won't DO you ANY Goop fF 
weg OLD FOOL! NOW, SO I'LL GET RID OF & 
Z _ 


Z 


LF 


csihatt 


C-COME QuicK! SOME-} NEVER YOU MIND, SEVERAL HOURS LATER, SISTER WAS 
THING TERRIBLES DARLING! THAT'S SAFELY TUCKED /N BEO, ANC... ZG 
HAPPENED TO THE FOR, OLDER FOLKS 
NICE DOCTOR... FIRE, |] TO TAKE CARE OF... 

ANDO... 


TAKING HIS OWN LIFE PRACTICALLY 777% 
IN FRONT OF THIS SWEET _ 
CHILO! 


LONG... SOMEONE IS 


SURE TO enor et 


NO, KEEP 1T AWAY FROM 
ME! DON'T LET THAT 
BAT TOUCH ME/ 
0-DO0N'7... PLEASE... 


MIEEEEEEE/ 


OFF IN FRONT OF THE BREWSTER ESTATE! THE HEAVY OAK DOOR! 1TS KNOCKER WAS RUSTY 
HOUSE LOOMED AHEAD, ac See Sam WITH AGE AND DISUSE AND SHE RAFPFED /7T 
FOREBOOING! : 5 | | Seunoty é ON THE WOE: Sos ee 


[7 WAS MIONIGHT V TEs WHEN THE CAB DROPPED KAREN ; | Fee STUMBLED AS SHE HURRIEO TOWARD THE } 


UGH! THIS JOINT GIVES 
ME THE CREEPS! 
WHY DOESN'T. SHE 
FIX 17 UP 2 


GRANNY! OPEN THE \ 
DOORS IT'S ME Faw 
KAREN! YOUR 

GRANDDAUGHTER / 


[7 WAS FULLY WELL, BLESS 


BuT KAREN 
HAD BY NO 
MEAN ; 

| APPEARED 
FROM 
| “NOWHERE “/ 
SHE'D COME | 
FROM i 
CHICAGO, 
USING HER 
LAST TEN 
DOLLARS TO 
PAY THE 
BUS FARE! | 
SHE WAS 
BROKE AND 
DESPERATE! 


MY LAST LIVING 
RELATIVE AND I 
WANTED To PAY 
you A VISIT! 


YOU GETA GOOD 
NIGHT'S. SLEEP AND 
TOMORROW WE'LL 
MAKE PLANS FOR 
THE FUTURE! 


MY SOUL, 


FIVE MINUTES IT1S YOUS YOU HAVEN'T | GRAND- 
BEFORE KAREN CHANGED 4 8/7 / | MOTHER AND 
HEARD FAINT ; | GRAND 
RUSTLINGS DAUGHTER 
/NSIDE AND HADN'T 
FINALLY SAW SEEN EACH 
THE LOCK ON OTHER IN 
THE DOOR i FIFTEEN 
TURN AND y YEARS ANDO 
OPEN ... THEIR 
REUNION 
i HELD 
| IN THE 
| ANCIENT 
HOUSE 
WAS 
TOUCHING... 


I WAS LONESOME FOR 
YOU, GRANNY! YOU'RE 


COULD HAVE 
PLEASED 
ME MORE, 


Bur KAREN ALREADY HAD \ 


i 
1 


I COULD HARDLY 


BELIEVE MY EYE: 


CHILD... YOUR JUST 
APPEARING FROM 


NOWHERE ON 
MY DOORSTEP! 


NOTHING 


WOMAN YOU DON'T 
MUCH CARE HOW 


CHILD! 


PLANS * THAT WAS WHY SHE | 
CAME TO THE /SOLATED 

HOUSE... ANP THE PLANS 
WERE FAR FROM NICE... 


IT MUST BE HIDDEN 
SOMEWHERE IN THE 
HOUSE! EVERYBODY 
KNEW THE OLD LADY 
DIDN'T BELIEVE IN 
SANKS / SHE HAD 
$50,000 ANC FROM 
THE LOOKS OF THE 
HOUSE SHE COULON'T 
HAVE SPENT MUCH 
OF IT/ THE OLD 
MISER/ 


THINGS LOOK / 


i 


/ THE OLO WOMAN LEO HER GRAND-OAUGHTER TO A 
\ LARGE BEDROOM ON THE SECOND FLOOR ... 


I'M AFRAID LIVE LET THE 

| HOUSE GET TERRIBLY 
RUNDOWN, DEAR, BUT WHEN 
YOU'RE A LONELY OLD 


WELL, YOU WON'T 
BE ALONE 
ANYMORE, 

DARLING ZM™/1 
HERE NOW/ 


TWO HOURS SINCE SHE 
LEFT MY ROOM,,, SHE 


Mus 


. 


7 BE ASLEEP 
By Now! 


SHE FELT HER WAY COWN 


UGH! ALL THESE 


THE EMPTY CORRIDORS me COB WEBS/ DOESN'T 
TO THE STAIRS AND THEN SHE EVER CLEAN? 
CAUTIOUSLY MADE HER 

| way ue TO THE ATTIC / 


NOTHING UP 
HERE, DARN IT! 
I GUESS THE 
CELLAR 1S THE 
NEXT BEST 
PLACE 7O 
LOOK! 


f 
| FOR A MOMENT KAREN THOUGHT SHE WAS SEEING 
| THINGS BUT; A PEAR MAN WAS TIED IN A CHAIR 

| PIRECTLY IN A FRONT OF HER... 


I dal 
“ « 


ae. 


” W-WHAT'S THAT THING, , 
ij, THAT TUBE IN HIS ARM ? 
AND WHAT'S HE 

DOING HERE? AM 
I GOING CRAZY7 | 


Sue PUSHED OFEN Tt HE CELLAR 
DOOR ANP ENTERE® THE FITCH BLACK 
ROOM, SHUDPDERING AS SHE FELT 
A MOUSE RUN OVER HER FOOT / 


NOW L... W-WHAT S 
ON EARTH 7? GOOD 
HEAVENS... 


) KAREN PEERED DOWN AT THE MAN'S LIFELESS 
| FORM. 7 


I-I'M CGAG) GOING To BE 


Pier: 
HER MIND { 
SICK S TIVE GOT TO GET Soe } 


f eae 
| Bur AS SHE JERKED OPEN THE DOOR LEADING { 


A FRENZY OUT OF HERE! 

| OF TERROR... 
ANO HER 

| STOMACH 

| TURNED AT 

| THE GORY 

| SIGHT 

| OF THE 

| BRIGHT 

| {Ree 

\ 


WHIRLED IN 
( 
i 


BLOOD 

ORIPFING 
INTO THE 
BOTTLE... 


BACK UPSTAIRS, KAREN HEARD Sheek BLE» wwe} 


OH, LORD, I 
CAN'T LET HER 
FIND ME HERE! 

LIVE GOT TO ,& 


i 


EVEN HER NAUSEA WAS FORGOTTEN) | KAREN PEERED OUT FROM HER | BUT SUDDENLY, INA FLASH, 
4S SHE SCUTTLED INTO THE COAL || HIDING PLACE IN FASTINATED | KAREN D/O UNDERSTAND... 
BIN ONLY SECONDS BEFORE HER | | HORROR! WHAT HAD SHE STUMBLED 
| GRANOMOTHER PUSHED OPEN ONTO ¥ WAS HER GRANDMOTHER A 


| THE CELLAR DOOR... | if z MURDERESS 


W-WHAT DOES } 

& SHE WANT THE THAT SHOULD 
8LO000 FOR? I DOAT... IT 
DON'T UNCER- “% LOOKS LIKE 
STANDO... I DONT 

UNDERSTAND... 


OH, NO... 
NO! SHE-- 


VY DUM DE DUM 
DA... JUST LT 
Y! THOUGHT, IT'S 
; ALMOST 
FINISHED! 


YOU CERTAINLY CAN'T 
COMPLAIN ABOUT THE 
WAY YOU D/ED, DEAR 
MAN/ I PRICE 
MYSELF ON USING 
POISONS THAT 
CAUSE NO FAINS. 


MY, I'M SOQ GLAD THAT YOu 
DROPPED IN, HENRY! ZWAS 

GETTING HUNGRY / I HADN'T 
HAD A W/SITOR IN OVER TWO 
WEEKS... AND THE FOOD 
SITUATION WAS GETTING 
DESPERATE! 


IT was 
| ALL THE 
(GIRL 

| COULD 
| COTO 

| KEEP 

| FROM 

| SCREAM- 
| ING OUT 


TERROR... 


| HER LIFE | 
\ DEPENDED \ 


ON 
MAINTAIN- \ 
ING A 
| COMPLETE y 
SILENCE... |; 


SHE DID KILL HIM... SHE DID! OF KAREN PRAYED 
HEAVEN HELP ME, WHATLL I THAT SHE 
DO”? MY GRANDMOTHER IS A WOULD 
VAMPIRE... ANC A ‘ SUDDENLY 
MURDERESS/ E- AWAKEN AND 
: FIND THAT IT 
" i WAS ALL ONLY 
A HIDEOUS 
MGHTMARE.., 
BUT WHEN HER 
GRANDMOTHER 
LIFTED THE 
BOTTLE OF 
BLOOD TOWARD 
HER LIPS, THE 
GIRL COULD 
STANC IT NO 
LONGER... 


(Swe RACED 


FOR THE 
DOOR, \ 
GAGGING AS 
SHE RAN, 
BUT THE OLO 
WOMAN 
WAS TOO } 
FAST FOR 
HER! KAREN 
FOUND 
HERSELF 
CAUGHT 
ANO HELD 
BY HANDS AS 
STRONG 
AS STEEL. 


KAREN FELT 


te: 


LET ME GO! OON'T 
COME NEAR ME... 
7-TAKE YOUR 
HANOS aa 


Y- YOU'RE 


HE LOST CONSCIOUSNESS } 
| ANO HER MINP BECAME A 
JUMBLED WHIRLPOOL... 


Now, NOW, 
CHILD, THERE'S 
NO NEED To 
BE LPSET/ 


NOW DON'T You SHE DIDN'T 


Ps 
i 
| HERSELF GOING TO CRY, DEAR GIRL! PROTEST... 
| BEING KILL ME... YOUR GRANNY AS THE 
| SHOVED GOING TO WOULDN'T HURT LONG 
INTO THE DRAIN A HAIR ON YOUR NEEDLE 
| CHAIR SO OFFMY W HEAD! I PROMISE WAS 
RECENTLY 8L00D YOU, CHILD, YOU SHOVED 
| OCCUPIED Too! WOMT FEEL INTO HER 
| BY THE A THINGS VEIN AND 
| QEAD MAN > ‘ SOON, AS 
| ON THE FINA 
FLOOR! OREAM, 
SHE NO SHE FELT 
LONGER HER OWN 
| STRUGGLED BLOOD 
i OR DRIPPING 
| RESISTED: INTO THE 
| FEAR BOTTLE... 
HELD . 
HER 
| PARALYZED 
IN EVERY 
MUSCLE... 


N-NO NEEO 70 BE 
UPSET 7 T (SOB) T 
KNOW WHAT You 

ARE! I SAW You... 


OH, DEAR ME, I'D 
HOPED TO SPARE 
ALL THIS ALARM. 
I Do SOHATE To 
SEE PEOPLE 
CUSSING/ 


I'M... DYING... 
DYING... 
DYING... 
DYING... 


sic 


BUuT INSTEAD OF THE ENGULFING 
EVER- LASTING DARKNESS SHE'D 
EXPECTED, KAREN FOUND THE 
WHRILING WAS SLOWLY COMING 


7O A STOP... 

W-WHAT...OH, 
KAREN, DEAR, \ THANK HEAVENS / 
WAKE UPS THANK 
YOU WERE HEAVENS / I 


IN YOUR 
SLEEP! 


HA 
MGH7TMARE ! 


SCREAMING | WAS DREAMING! 
VING A 


| SHE SANK BACK INTO THE PILLOW, 

( INAN ECSTACY OF RELIEF / AS SHE 

|. LOOKED AT HER GRANDMOTHER'S 
TRUSTING EYES, SHE STARTED 

| TO LAUGH... AND LAUGH.., 


1 OH, GRANNY, I WAS HAVING 
ll) HAHAHA HA THE FUNNIEST 
DREAM! IT WAS JUST 

HA HA HAHAHA HA 

\ RIDICULOUS / 
WHAT WAS 
(IT, DEAR 2 


TELL ME 
ABOUT IT! , 


oo. 


“ON BACK C 


OVER 


ONSTER 


‘TZ-E MONSTERS 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


With Combination Lock 


Only You Can Open § 


disc very jeaves your po 
locked by a combination on 
have set it. Simpie instr 
der structure is cov 


ieather bin: 
$1.00 pius 25c postag 
safe you want. 


Just imagine your friends shock 
when they walk into your room and 


see the ‘Monster’? reaching out— 
bigger than life-Frankenstein, the 
original man-made monster, that 


creation of evil genius that terror- 
ized the world. A giant 7 feet tall, 
his eyes glow eerily as his hand 
reaches out—as aweful and sinister 
as the wildest nightmare. Yes— 
Frankenstein is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors on durable polyethe- 
iene, and so lifelike you'll probably 
find yourself talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he answers? 
Comes complete with eyes that glow 
even in the pitch dark for a special 
thrilling chill. 

Boney the Skeleton. And then there 
is Boney—stark scary with nothing 
left but his bare bones. A 7 foot 
monster out of the grave—his 
bones white, his eyes staring—even 
giowing in the dark. 

Money Back Guarantee, 


FEET 
TALL 


In Authentic Colors With 
GLOW in the DARK EYES 


ONLY a | 00 


TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 


==—===> 


fy Honor House dept 472MR81 “Se 

(> Lynbrook, N.Y, 11563 i) 
At. Rush me my 7 foot tall glow in the dark 
monsters. Send me ( Frankenstein [7] Boney the skeleton 
| enclose $1 plus 25c for postage and handling for each. 


If | don't get shivers of delight, | can return my pur- 
chase within LO days and you will refund the full pur- 


it. gat even chance 
s safe - 


tions show you 
ed with simulated 
ng to look just like a real book. just send 
and handling for each book 
Money back if you are not Satisfied 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT, 4728581 LYNROUK, NY. 11563 


Just send $1.00 plus 25c¢ to cover 
postage and handling for each muns- 
ter you want. Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified. 


chase price. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 


20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 


KARATES: 


JUDO, BOXING, SAVATE, 
Isometric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, Stunts, etc. 


ONLY 


1°° 


Here is what you get! 


© 20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting 
Ys) é JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu hoids 
Isometric muscle building course 
. Endurance Exercises and lots more 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. Send 
just $t.60 plus 25c for postage and handling to: 
GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPT. 472KR8] 


Nerve center anatomy chart 
Karate Practice © 
a and Nerve Center Chart 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


secureiy 
because YOU 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE. 


STILETTO 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Feels Like Real Pocket 
Automatic Loads 15 Shots 
Fires 22 cal pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the tr Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac- 
tice. 50 re-usabie 22 cal. peliets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied just j 
$1.60 pilus 25¢ r postage 
handling to: Honor House Dept. 

Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


New York State Residents please add 


STAT Ev scesscsis ZIP . 
Sales taX..m mm oll 


"45" AUTOMATIC 


es 
ONLY 


$ 1 oOo | 
22 Cal. P Cal. Pellet Firing Au Automatic ( 


FREE 


Fine replica of the Colt ‘'45’' automatic with realistic 
looking ‘‘safety’’ and an embossed handgrip. Fires 22 cal. 
pellets as fast as you can pull the trigger. Great for fast 
action, combat-type target practice. Your money back if 
not satisfied. Just send $1.00 plus 35c for shipping charges 
~——-get your pellets and targets FREE. Not sold in N.Y.C. 


HONOR HOUSE pept.472AT1 81 Lynbrook, N.Y, 11563 


50 reusable pellets \\ 
INE and supply of targets \\ 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hiiarious Optical Illusion 


72RA81 
Not s tg in NY City. 


9” Overall Length 


e@ Sharp and 
Tough 

® Stainless 
Steel Biade 


” Flips 
5” When Closed open in 
: tantly and 

© Opens instantly leaks ecto 


pius 25¢ to cover post 
age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 
Dept. 472ST81 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


matically to 
prevent acci 
dental ciosing 

Razor sharp 
tough stainiess 
steel blade for re 
liable use and hard, 

long service Money 
back in 5 days 'f not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 


underneath. Look at your friend. 
his body you ‘‘see™’ 


25¢ shipping charges 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, N.Y. Dept. 472XR81] 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
~~ you put on the ‘'X-Ray’’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
Is that really 
under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
Money Back Guarantee 


I DREAMED I WENT \ KAREN STARED AT HER GRAND- YA, MPIRE if 
s 


DOWN To THE BASEMENT | MOTHER IN HORROR, HER HEART 
ANDO FOUND... WHAT 7H... | POUNDING IN SUDDEN FEAR... 
MY HANCS/ MY oe fo 
HANCS ARE 71ED.., me. 
YOU'VE TIED M-MY DREAM .../T ~ 
ME UP/ WAS TRUE! YOU'RE 


= 
GOING TO MUROER ss ‘ nL A \ 
MES YOU... a ; ‘ \ 
YOURE Aus 


| “SERN 
wey di 
Yr hi, hy 
UN, y 
5. \ 
AGATHA HOW DARE YOU CALL OF COURSE I'M GOING TO 
BREWSTER ME THAT! HOW CARE : KILL YOU... BUT THAT'S 
WHIRLED YOU I WON'T ALLOW j NO REASON FOR YOU TO 
ON HER YOU TO INSULT ME, CALL ME O/SGUSTING 
GRAND- KAREN / YOU MEAN NAMES! I AM NOTA 
DAUGHTER : VAMPIRE! BLOOD 
WITH MAKES ME 
| EYES VIOLENTLY 
ABLAZE ILL / 
WITH 


ANGER 


NSS 


Ano men \Yff © ALWAYS DRAIN OFF WY BECAUSE LIM A 


KAREN EVERY OUNCE OF BLOOD 1 GHOUL, YOU LITTLE 
SAW THE FROM MY VICTINS!ST 10107... ANC GHOULS 
| BUTCHER HATE BLOOD! DESPISE BLOOD! 
KNIFE yy HATE (7! WE LIKE ONLY-- y 
GLIMMERING A7, “ 
IN HER er" THEN 
DEAR OLD | Of! WHY ARE 
GRAND - ‘ Wf tj, YOU GOING 
MoTHER's | YY) ; Wy UY, TO KILL 
HAND! Yi yy fi yf ME... 


Yi 


2. 


